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But this that I am gaun to tell.
Which lately on a night befel,
Is just as true's the Deli's in h-11

Or Dublin city:
That e'er he nearer conies oursei

5S amuckle pity.

The Clachan yill had made me canty,

I was na fou3 but just had plenty ;

I stacher'd whyles, but-yet took tent ay

To free the ditches;
An' hillocks, stanes, and bushes, kenn'd ay

Frae ghalsts an9 witches*

The rising moon began to glow'r
The distant Cumnock hills out-owre:
To count her horns, wls a* my pow'r,

I set mysel;
But whether she had three or four,

I cou'd na tell.

I was come round about the hill.
And todlin down on Willie's mill,
Setting my staff wl' a5 my skill.

To keep me sicker ;
Tho9 leeward whyles, against my will,

I took a bicker.

I there